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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Maker and Lover 
and Champion of the Perfect Vir- 


| waterfalls and snow-capped peaks 
and beautifully smooth twisting 
roads! I still marvel, Lord. And| 
I will remember all my life! | 

Father Ambrose said nothing| 
about any grandeur of nature.| 
He did talk about the devotion of | 
the people. And I was more eager | 
to go than I had been to see the| 
Columbia River Highway. I was 
afire. And I told the good priest 
about another shrine, one in a 
little town in Germany, whose | 
name I have forgotten, which also | 





gin Mary, I thank You for letting 
me visit her shrine at Crooked | 
Finger, thus giving me some) 


hint of the joy that awaits me at); ytheran church—an old statue| around to 


her shrine in Mexico. 


In the little chapel of the Holy | because it was ancient, I guess|His Passion. And they are full | 
Rosary, there at Crooked Finger | and probably also because it be- of meaning for us today. For they | freak connection, I hea 
in Your beautiful Oregon country, | jonged there, because it ‘made’|bring home forcibly Christ’s de-| Kay’s voice (she is the 
I felt closer to her than I ever|the church. Catholics discovered | sire that all men be united in one| of ‘the Stella 


inspires people to devotion. 
A “Lutheran” Mary | 
“This shrine’, I said, “is in a 


of Our Lady. They kept in there 





January 
Is Important 
Because... 


By M. T. Langlois 











“That all may be one, as Thou, 
Father, in Me and I in Thee; that 
they also may be one in Us.” 
These words were addressed by 
Christ to His Father at the Last 
Supper as His Apostles gathered 
receive His last in- 


structions on the eve of 


had in other chapels, or even in|the statue. They began visiting|common faith. 


other shrines—including the one 

in Fatima. I don’t know why. 
Shall I feel even nearer to her| 

in the Basilica of Our Lady of 


looking at the picture she stamp- | 


be so. Let me love her—and You— | 
more every day, every hour. 
Pilgrimage 

I didn’t know there was any 
such place as Crooked Finger 
until I went to talk to the monks 
at Mount Angel. I didn’t know 
there was anything like a place 
of pilgrimage in the American 
Northwest. The Very Rev. Fr. Am- 
brose Zenner, O.S.B., rector of the 
Benedictines’ major seminary, 
mentioned there was a small Mar- 
ian chapel in the hills—and im- 
mediately I wanted to visit it. 
How can I explain what happened 
to me? 

If it were merely that I wanted 
to say a few Hail Marys I could 
have gone into the church a few 
feet away. That would have been 
easier, more convenient, and less 
troublesome to anyone volunteer- 
ing to take me to the shrine. 

Father Ambrose didn’t say 
much about the place, except that 
it was a shrine in the foothills 
of the Cascade mountains, about 
12 miles away from Mt. Angel. 
Thousands of people he said, 
went to it every so often, espec- 
ially on feast days. And some 
walked miles to get there. Fr. 
Hildebrand Melchior he said, 
could tell me much more about 
it. Did I wish to go? 

“Oh yes”, I said, “as soon as 
possible.” 

Let’s Get Going 

A few days previously my bro- 
ther Marty, now the reverend pas- 
tor of Your church in Albany ,Ore. 
had invited me to accompany him 
on a ride through the Columbia 
River Highway. I accepted with 
pleasure, because I had heard so 
much about the beauty and ma- 
jesty of the scenery. God, how 
wonderful You are in Your cre- 
ations! I do not think there is 
another section of the world — 
outside of Combermere, of course, 
so pleasing to the eye, so exciting 
to the imagination, so soothing 
to the heart! River and cliffs and 
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tthe church. They multiplied, | 
through the years. They came, at 
times, in droves. 


a 


ever, decided these pilgrims} 
should be treated as politely as | 
other church-goers. He was an} 
organist, so he provided music| 
for them. 

“When they sang hymns to} 
Mary, he learned the music and| 
played it. Eventually he learned 
the words too, and he and his 


|wife sang with the pilgrims. Of 


course the Lutheran bishop heard 
about this, and he _ was rather'| 
stern with the pastor. However, | 
the story ends well. Recently} 
Pope Pius XII _ permitted this| 


Many non-Catholics are very 
much aware of this fact, and for 


| years there have been movements sa 
“They annoyed a succession of | among Protestant denominations | listened to th 
Guadalupe? Shall I love her more| Lutheran ministers. They were |to bring about a union of the var-| jn 
plague, but nothing could be/ious sects. At an annual rally of 
ed on Juan Diego’s tilma? Let it|qone about it. One pastor, how- the Metropolitan Church Feder-| 


ation held recently in St. Louis, 
it was the opinion of a Methodist 
minister that separateness among 
Protestant churches was most 
displeasing to God. He urged the 
sixteen denominations represent- 
ed to do away with the differences 
which form a _ barrier between 
them, and unite in one common 
faith consisting of beliefs ac- 
ceptable by all. Many Protestants 
of good will are thus trying to 
bring about that unity of mind 
and heart which Our Lord so 
manifestly intended for His 


| 


TEEVY TS DEAD... 
ALLELUIA! 


By Catherine Doherty 











I had just returned from re- 
ceiving Holy Communion, at our 
community Mass, when I was 
told that there was a long dis- 
tance call for me. Filled with Our 
Lord’s presence I quietly descend- 
ed the steps that led from chapel 





| to telephone, and picking the re-| 


ceiver was about to say the custo- 
mary “hello”, when by some 
rd Mary 
director 
Maris House in 
Portland) speaking distinctly and 
| Saying ‘“Teevy died today. .” 

| Teevy was dead! And my soul 
ng an allelluia, even while I 
e voices of everyone 
Stella Maris House including 
Eddie Doherty’s, my husband, 
who fortunately was staying there 
at the moment. 

But the rest of the conversat- 
ion remained a sort of a blur in 
my mind . . . Funeral arrange- 
ments... Burial... Masses... 
Prayers ... the wake. . . I must 
have given the proper answers, 
for eventually the conversation 
| was completed, and so were the 
;arrangements ... but all I could 
|think of .. . “Teevy is dead... 
|Allelulia . . . we have another 
|Saint in heaven!” 

As I stood there by the phone. 
was far away in the past... I 





| I 


minister to become ordained a|Church. And some of them have |saw little Elizabeth Teevan, as 
Catholic priest, and to keep his in the process found the One True she was first known to us of Har- 


wife. Our Lady looks after all| 
those who really love her.” 
Of True Devotion 
I didn’t remember who told me} 
this story. I didn’t remember the| 
minister’s name, nor the name of | 
the church, nor even the name of | 
the village. I did recall that it! 
was ‘“‘somewhere near Struttgart”’| 
But Fr. Ambrose was not avid for | 
details. 
We talked about 


Mary, and| 
about “True Devotion” as taught | 
by St. Louis de Montfort, who| 
made sO many many thousand| 
Slaves of Mary. 

God, do something to spread 
this ‘“‘True Devotion” throughout 


this beautiful country. There 
should be millions of Slaves of 
Mary here; Perhaps it will spread 
through Your Crooked Finger. 
And then, Lord, some day, some 
scribbler may say, “God writes 
the beautiful name of Mary, with 
a Crooked Finger, on the hearts 
and in the souls of millions and 
millions of American men and 
women.” Maybe! Maybe not. 

Very early the next morning, 
God, we made a pilgrimage to the 
shrine. 

“We are three’, Fr. Hildebrand 
said, “with you and Fr. Ambrose. 
We are enough to make a pilgrim- 
age.” 

There’s Mt. Hood 

We ran through thin fog in the 
lowlands. We went up, gradu- 
ally, into the foothills. Ordinary. 
foothills. But there was the snow- 
white dunce hat of Mt. Hood! 
And there, also along the gray 
horizon, were other vague pin- 
nacles and spires reminding us of 
You! 

“The place’, Fr. Hildebrand 
explained is named after an 
Indian Chief. We don’t know 
much about him. We don’t know 
much about the Indians who 
used to inhabit this region, ex- 
cept that, on a peak not far away, 
they used to worship the sun god. 
I think the Almighty must have 
loved those Indians very much. 
He gave them such a magnificent 
place to live. 

“The chapel there was opened 
to pilgrimage, with the blessing 
of the pope, in the Marian year. 
It was given the privilege of re- 
maining a Marian shrine for sev- 
en years. When we held our first 
procession, on August 15, 1954, 
the feast of Our Lady’s Assumpt- 
ion, we had about five thousand 
people. It rained every now and 
then, but nobody minded. It was 
a wonderful day, but not the 
only one. Every feast day of Our 
Lady great crowds of people come 
to visit her, most of them bear- 
ing gifts of some kind; flowers, 











(Continued on Page Four) 


Church which Christ established 


on earth. 
| 
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Minister to Monk 
One such person was Lewis T. 
Wattson,, an Episcopalian minis- 
ter and founder of the Octave 
Prayers for Church Unity. He was 
inspired by a desire for unity 
among Christians, to urge them 
to pray for their reunion. For this 
purpose, he instituted an octave 
of prayer, from the 18th of Janu- 
ary, the Feast of St. Peter’s Chair 
in Rome, to the 25th of January, 
the Feast of the Conversion of St. 
Paul, in which he _ invited all 
Christians to take part. One of 
the first fruits of these prayers 
in common was that Wattson and 
the community he had founded 
were received into the Catholic 
Church. This congregation is 
better known to us now as the 





ment and their founder as Father 
Paul of Graymoor. ; 

This Octave of prayer is still 
being observed by many of our 
separated brothers. It is also cele- 
brated in a great number of Cath- 
olic churches, especially since it 
has been approved, recommended 
and indulgenced by Pope Bene- 
dict XV. 

It is especially fitting for Cath- 
olics to join fervently in this 
prayer for Christian Unity, see- 
ing as we know that.we possess 
this unity that Christ desired, 
that ours is the One True Church 
founded by Christ Himself. Du- 
ring this Octave, therefore, we 
Catholics ask God _ specifically 
that our separated brothers may 
join with us, so that there will 
be but “one fold, and one Shep- 
herd”. 

This prayer should foster in 
the hearts of Catholics a greater 
sense of gratitude to God for the 
gift of Faith, a love and under- 
standing of those who are yet 
outside the fold, and a desire to 
share the truth with all men. And, 
if offered up with perseverance 
and confidence in God—Who said 
“Ask and you shall receive’”—it 
is bound to be answered. For does 
it not ask for the fulfillment of 
what is certainly the will of God— 








“that all may be one’’? 


Franciscan Friars of the Atone-|- 


\lem Friendship House around 
,1939—40 when she started com- 
‘ing to help us as a  Vohunteer. 
She was so full of joy, it spilled 
}all arcund her . . .and it was a 
|sort of a holy joy . . She joked, 
and punned ... just at the proper 
;moment, when it brought release 
| from tension. . . Or made a dark 
‘moment light .. . 

| She was she said a Gael . . an 
Irish lass, that was really Scotch, 
for her parents brought her tc 
Scotland soon after her birth. She 
had the lovely Scottish brogue on 
her—yet with a Irish lilt to it 
too. .. 

_ She had come to the U.S.A., an 
immigrant, many many years 
,ago, and at once had gone “in 
service” meaning that she worked 
'as a domestic. First as a maid, 
_then as a cook. For as she used 
_to say herself, she was a good 
| cook and that she was. But 
she was also so much more... 
| and of this she knew nothing. But 
| we, a hundred others, did. 

| She held few jobs in her life, 
| because she was a loyal soul, and 
loved her employers—who loved 
her in turn. 

When finally, her last employ- 
ers died, she was 49-50 years of 
age, and wanted, as she put it, 
to do something useful with her 
life. Saintly soul that she was, 
“useful” she already had been. 
But I knew. Because many of her 
friends of old told me. 

They said that all her life, 
wherever she worked, that was 
the place of joy and peace and 
help. That many a young immi- 
grant girl was helped in Teevy’s 
domain, the kitchen of her em- 
ployer, where with their permis- 
sion she used to entertain her 
friends. Many sad hearts were 
cheered, and many of the poverty 
stricken, were helped. 

Teevy’s kitchen was a place of 
love . . . warmth and help. So 
much so that her simple joyful, 
delicate ways with the r, 
halt, distressed, young and old, 
helped many others to 
see God better. One became a 
Catholic, so I was told, just by 
watching Teevy, working and 
helping others. 

New Fields 

She did not stay a volunteer 
long at Harlem’s’ Friendship 
House . . . but applied to become 
a permanent member of our Lay 
Apostolic group. I accepted her, 
older than most, because I saw 
that she was full of love of God 
and men, and would be a living 
lesson in these. And she was. 

She soon became our house- 
mother ,the cook of the Apostol- 
ate and the friend of all the hund- 

(Continued on Page Four) 





weakened by much service. 





TEEVY DIES A MOST 
ENJOYABLE DEATH 


BY EDDIE DOHERTY 


On Nov. 25th,, Elizabeth Teevan, one of our pioneer staff 
workers, died joyously in St. Vincent’s hospital, in Portland, Ore. 
Had she lived to Dec. 18th, she would have been 67 years old. 
Death was caused by many painful heart attacks, and a body 


“Teevy” came to Friendship House, in Harlem, New York, 
—a sort of Catholic social settlement center established by my 
wife, Catherine DeHueck Doherty—begging for a chance to help 


|the helpless poor. That was nearly twenty years ago. Later she 


served in the Friendship House in Chicago. Finally she was sent 
to Portland’s branch of this apostolate. Last August, after she had 


taken her promises, and made her simple private vows of Poverty, 
| Chastity, and Obedience, she was given the silver cross of a Staff 
| Worker of Madonna House—which is now in the process of becoming 


'a Secular Institute. 


A Great Soul 

She was a little woman with a 
great heart, and a great head. 
She was born in Glasgow, Scot- 
land; but there was no Scotch 
burr in her voice. Nor, despite the 
fact that she had lived among the 
Irish many years and loved them 
as her own, was there any sort 
of brogue. She spoke the univers- 
al language of a smile. And 
everybody to whom she talked 
became a friend. 

Like Grace Flewwelling, 
“Fluey’, another pioneer staff 
worker, she enjoyed the “chit- 
chat” apostolate. She was inter- 
ested in people; rich people, poor 
people, good people, bad people. 
She wanted to know what she 
could do for every man, woman 
and child she saw. And she did 
whatever she could. 

We used to marvel at the way 
she drew people, especially people 
.n misery. She mothered unnum- 
bered “weeping Willies” and 
“snivelling Sams” and “alcoholic 
Alecs.” Her kitchen served more 
than half the wretched citizens of 
the South Side—and plush visit- 
ors from other sections of the 
city, and from out of town. 

She was not content with this, 
however. She visited the hospitals 
in her spare time. Her feet hurt 
consiantly, even when she wore 
he special shoes a doctor ordered 
cr her. Yet she walked miles 
hreugh the streets, when she 

ad no money for street car or 
for bus fare. And she walked 
hrough miles of coriidors, and 
4p unending f:ights of stairs. Al- 
vays she carried something with 
.er. A few flowers. A bit of fruit. 
\ bag of candy. Some holy pic- 
sures. Whatever she thought the 
pavient might need. 

The Comforter 

Nobody she knew could suffer 
any sort of ailment but she 
would come and sit by the bed 
a little while and tell funny stor- 
es, or crack old jokes. Old jokes 
took on new life when Teevy 
iold them. Old eyes brightened 
when Teevy came to say hello. 
Old and forgotten thoughts of 
God came when Teevy said, “Stay 
well, now, and remember to pray 
for me.” 

In his euology at the Solemn 
Mass of Requiem, held Wednes- 
day, Nov. 27th, in the Dominican 
church of the Most Holy Rosary, 
Msgr. Thos. J. Tobin, the vicar 
general of the Portland diocese, 
pointed out that Teevy was not 
an imortant member in the Sec- 
ular Institute of Madonna House, 
nor one noted for brilliance of in- 
tellect or strength of will. She was 
known, and loved, he said, only 
for the greatness of her heart and 
soul—and it was this greatness 
that attracted so many people to 
her way of life. 

No. Her tasks were never im- 
portant, in New York, or Chicago, 
or Portland. She was one of those 
who must peel endless mounds of 
potatoes, cook endless concoctions 
of this and that, make endless 
pots of tea and coffee, deal with 
endless multitudes of hungry 
men and woeful women and ne- 
glected children. She was one of 
those who perform only little 
chores all day long, day after day. 
Yet she knew no monotony. She 
was never bored. She was doing 
these little things for God, and 
the littler they were the better it 
was. She was a very humble wo- 
man, and it seemed right to her 
that only the humblest jobs were 





given her. 
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Don’t Wait For Me 

We knew, for some weeks, that 
she could not live much longer. 
She had slowed up in her work, 
and in her walk. “Don’t wait for 
me”, she would say, coming out 
of church after the daily Mass. 
“T can’t walk fast any more. But 
I'll get there.” She reminded me 
of Fluey, who died in Madonna 
House in 1951. Fluey used to say 
“Don’t wait for me; I’m the cow’s 
tail, always hanging behind.”’ 

We noticed that the stories she 
told in these days were mostly 
about her childhood—an indicat- 
ion that one is wearing out. 

“The great mistake I made I 
made at the age of nine, when I 
told the good nuns I thought I 
had a vocation. It was only be- 
cause I knew they’d pay special 
attention to me that I told them 
that. But I overdid it. I was madly 
in love with James McLaughlin! 
I thought I’d die if I didn’t get 
him. The Mass wasn't the Mass 
for me, in those days, when James 
McLaughlin didn’t serve it. But 
he scorned me. He was sure I was 
going to be a nun! He wouldn’t 
even look at me.” 

She laughed as if it were the 
greatest joke in the world. 

Irish and Scotch 

She was serious too at times, 
thinking of her girlhood. “All 
those big strapping men that 
came from Ireland because there 
were jobs in Scotland! The neigh- 
ors hated them. ‘Look at them’, 
they said, ‘stealing the bread out 
of the mouths of our own 
bairns. ‘Of course the Scots could 
have got the jobs the Irish took. 
But they didn’t want them. The 
work was too hard. And the pay 

was too little. It was only that 
they had to grumble about some- 
thing.” 

She was frequently in great 
pain. But she said little about 
She sat down when the pain hit. 
She took a pill and a sip of water. 
She smiled disarmingly. “It’s 
only a little heart attack. “I'll be 
all right.” 

The attacks put her to bed. A 
doctor came and administered to 
her. A priest came and annointed 
her. She was up and around the 
next day, smiling as usual, mak- 
ing pots of tea and coffee, slicing 
bread, setting the table, doing 
the dishes. No one had the heart 
to stop her. She chattered gaily 
with the visitors—Indians, Ori- 
entals, Negroes, and “white” or 
“uncolored” people. She was like 
a Spring day out of season, a 
bright April morning in Decem- 
ber. She was a dying woman in 
the flush of life! 

She did not stay long in the 
hospital. A few days. A few 
nights. She lay in a corner bed 
in a ward, saying her Rosary, 
saying a string of prayers, greet- 
ing a stream of visitors. 

“God is good”, she kept say- 
ing. “I think He’s calling me. 
Maybe I’m going home. Oh yes, 
it hurts. But that’s God’s way of 
showing how He loves us. It 
hurts, but of the good it will do! 
Oh yes, God is good.” 

One of the women in the ward 
was moaning. “My sister’s baby 
died this morning,’ she said. 
“Isn’t that terrible? Isn’t that a 
tragedy.” 

Teevy heard her. “No, no”, she 
said. “God gives blessings, not 
tragedies. Everything from God is 
a blessing. Death is a blessing, a 
great blessing. If we could only 
realize that! If we could only re- 
alize how good God is!” 

(Continued on Page Fou) 
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WHERE LOVE IS - GOD IS 


January ... and another New Year is ushered 
into our world. We will again .. . and have. . wished 
each other—-A HAPPY NEW YEAR—But will it be 
in truth a “happy New Year?” What with fear stalk- 
ing all lands .. and man-made moons dashing through 
skies—constant reminders, that no spot on earth, at 
present is free from destruction and death. 


Yet—perhaps this New Year of 1958 may truly 
become a HAPPY NEW YEAR. Because one ingredient 
of happiness has already appeared, in the cold, wintry, 
landscapes of souls— like a brave crocus raising its 
head amidst real snow—and that ingredient . 
that forerunner of possible happiness—is the EXAM- 
INATION of CONSCIENCE most men of the yet 
“free world”, especially of the North American Con- 
tinent, have engaged in—. 

True as yet that “examination of conscience” 
—is solely directed at our intellectual blindness, at 
our desires, that appear so childlishly ridiculous now 
—of wanting to have our cake and eat it... of wanting 
life ‘as usual” without the sacrifices demanded of a 
people that values its liberty and integrity above all. 


It is yet directed too, toward our sheer stupidity 
toward intellectual achievements—toward research 
specialists, toward men of pure science. We are begin- 
ning to see “the errors of our ways” in those fields. 


But this will not yet make 1958 (or any other 
year) a HAPPY NEW YEAR FOR US. That year will 
be a HAPPY one for us, when we shall extend our ex- 
amination of conscience into our souls, and there 
behold how much we have sinned not only against 
common sense but AGAINST GOD... 

When we shall dig feep and find out, with 
tears of compuction streaming down our cheeks — 
why are “Little Rocks” possible in a country that be- 
lieves in Christ who died to make ALL MEN BROTH- 
ERS UNDER HIS FATHER . . When we shall finally 
understand that happiness and goodness (holiness) 
are synonymous . . . That neither can exist without 
the other—and both are found in LOVINGLY observ- 
ing the two great Commandements TO LOVE GOD 
AND NEIGHBOUR. 


For it is not only intellectual prowess . . . Nor 
the know-how of missiles and Sputniks—that will 
save this world of ours. . or give us “happiness”. It is 
LOVE LIVED UNTO THE FOLLY OF THE CROSS. 


For what we need today more than anything is 
the death of HATE AMONGST BROTHERS, THE 
PEOPLES OF THIS WORLD ... And there is only one 
way of conquering HATE ... and that is by flaming 
Caritas—love, that should burn in our souls—because 
there is a God .. and HE LOVED US UNTO DEATH .. 
AND CONTINUES TO LOVE US. . 


We must begin NOW . . to build a better world. 
If it demands, for the time being, that we gird our- 
selves for danger, work night and day to build safely 
our protecting walls—whatever they be in terms of 
that physical safety . . . let us do so. . but concurrent- 
ly let us also build a better world of love, and of under- 
standing of one another — whatever our race, or 
nationality. 


Let us tighten our belt also in the spirit of love 
and sacrifice, so that the hungry ones of this world 
may eat, and eat plenty. Let us bring love, food and 
health to all the needy nations everywhere. Let us give 
of our need—to those whose hearts are rent by poverty 
that amounts to destitution. 


Let us begin to love as love we must, if we 
are to be God's, as we profess to be—Then every New 
Year that He grants us will be happy. Then we shall 
“see clearly” all that has to be done to make this a 
BETTER WORLD, A SAFER WORLD for all men. And 
by doing so—we shall disarm our enemies—take the 


sting of truth out of his propoganda .. and reduce 
his technological advances—to their proper propor- 
tion. 


Then fear will take flight. And peace will come 
to dwell with us. And all our years will be happy 
ones. . . because they will be lived in God’s most Holy 
Will and in His love. . . Amen. 














It seems that I have been fated 
lately to miss this one column of 
Restoration that is dear to my 
heart, but what with new foun- 
dations of Madonna House spring- 
ing up like mushrooms—(we have 
now five all told, two in the 
U.S.A. and three in Canada) and 
then what with the travelling I 
have been doing—since October 
1956—to Nov. ist 1957. I must 
have travelled some 40-45 thous- 
and miles. . .it is difficult to keep 
up all one’s writing assignments. 

Yet, I must admit I love this 
“column!” Because it really be- 
gan as an outer circle letter . . 
Perhaps I kept the heading just 
for that sentimental reason. And 
the first Outer Circle letter was 
written in 1943 — somewhere in 
Nov. or Dec. of that year. Quite 
a while ago, come to think of it! 

That was the year, we began 
our Outer Circle in Chicago in 
earnest. We had a sort of an in- 








|formal get together, Eddie and I 
n our very small apartment on 
| Walton Street people used to 
drop in on us on Friday nights, to 
say hello, to just talk, and visit— 
|slowly these “talks” took a def- 
|inite form. Young people, and 
people not so young began asking 
questions about the faith. Most 
of them were Catholics alright— 
but not all were practising always 
then there were some who were 
not Catholics but were interested; 
others antagonistic to the Faith 
but not to us. . so it went. 

Soon, quite soon, the room, the 
apartment got too small. The late 
Monsignor Morrison, then Pastor 
of Holy Name Cathedral in Chi- 
cago—offered the facilities of the 
Parish Library—we transferred 
out meetings to it—and the num- 
bers grew and grew, until the 
FRIDAY NIGHT OUTER CIRCLE 
OF FRIENDSHIP HOUSE (to give 
it its full name) became almost 
a fixture of Chicago’s informal 
Catholic programs. Street sweep- 
er met lawyers—and taxidrivers 
argued with college professors. 
Negroes and whites met in a 
friendly fashion. Old and young, 
disputed heatedly if not always 
learnedly—some point of Faith . . 
Chicagoans took to _ bringing 
their out-of-town friends to the 
shindig—and that was truly the 
birth of the beginning of this 
column—and of the OUTER 
CIRCLE LETTER .. . For these 
out-of-town folks, got interested 
in what was going on and wanted 
to know about the discussions 
that went on when they were not 
present. 

So I obligingly recorded the 
highlights thereof, for some ten, 
twenty such people. They evident- 
ly spoke of it to others, and before 
I knew it—we were mimeograph- 
ing some two thousand “outer 
circle letters”. 


The Circle Widens 

In 1947, we, Eddie and I, left 
for Combermere. The Holy Name 
Outer Circle closed its doors with 
our departure. But people kept 
asking for their monthly letters. 
By then we had covered in a man- 
ner of speaking all the Catechism, 
and I began to write about vocat- 
ions and other specific questions 
of Faith, of interest to the recip- 
ients of these letters. Somewhere 
along the line we incorporated the 
letters into our new paper Restor- 
ation—I was loath to give up the 
beloved heading . we kept it 

. . and here we are many years 
later discussing marriage, the du- 
ties of parents and children. . 
Yes I like this column so very 
specially—it brings back wonder- 
ful memories, and all the marvel- 
ous friends that entered my life 
through it... 

But I better stop this journey 
into memory lane, and get down 
to the month of January 1958— 
or this will not be telling you 
what I do want to tell you... and 
that is the joy that flooded my 
heart last October 57, in Rome 
when I took part in the Second 
Lay Congress of the Lay Apostol- 
ate in that Holy City. 

Many were the reasons for re- 
joicing. But one especially, as far 
as I was concerned, was the vital, 
quite dominant role played by 
the Catholic Family Movement 
representatives from the U.S.A. 
and Canada, and their equival- 
ents under many titles from the 
rest of the world. 

Watching their numbers, see- 
ing how the whole theme of this 
Congress seemed to come back, or 
start again and again—from and 
to the family . . . .I remembered 
the first Lay Congress of 1951, 
and my audience with the Holy 
Father—when He so emphatically 
—said to me... “Madame, what- 
ever you do through your Apostol- 
ate, DO NOT FORGET TO HELP 
THE FAMILY ... FOR THE 
FAMILY IS THE PRIMARY 
UNIT OF SOCIETY AND IT IS 
THE VERY CRUX AND HEART 








OF THE WHOLE APOSTOLATE 
... THE FAMILY RESTORED 
TO CHRIST . . . MEANS SOCI- 
ETY RESTORED TO CHRIST .. 
I remembered too, that because 
of these words of the Holy Father, 
Madonna House began its “‘Vaca- 
tion Apostolate” to the family, 
and our Cana Colony group of 
cottages—Community Center and 
Chapel were born to which 
through the years more and 
more families have come to have 
a Catholic family vacation — to- 
gether. (If you are interested in 
this drop us a line we will send 
you gladly all the particulars). 


Family Theme Continues 

And now in 1957—again in 
Rome—an immense world-wide 
international Congress was high- 
lighting THE FAMILY AGAIN. 
And there were representative 
married couples from all nations 
it seemed, discussing their prob- 
lems via interpreters or without 


‘| them. 


Prominent from our side of the 
world (U.S.A. and Canada) were 
the Crowley’s—Mr. and Mrs. Pat- 
rick and Patricia of 2304 Elmwood 
Av., Wilmette. Ill., U.S.A. and Mr. 
and Mrs. Charles Connolly of 54 
Glengowan Rd., Toronto, Ont., 
Canada. 

The Crowley’s could be truly 
called the Founders of the Cath- 
olic Family Movement, they had 
it seemed to me been the world 
over bringing its marvelous tech- 
niques and deep healing ways to 
every continent and country. 
The Connolly’s were the leading 
lights of the Canadian branch of 
that movement, and if I belonged 
to it, I would be proud as a pea- 
cock of them as our representat- 
ives—for no delegates worked 
ives—for no delegates worked 
harder, longer hours, none trav- 
elled further after the Congress, 
none tried to really get at the 
heart of the matter, so thorough- 
ly, so conscientiously as Katy and 
Charles Connolly . . . Both these 
couples were simply outstanding, 
against that glorious internat- 
ional backdrop. i 

My heart was glad. At long 
last THE CATHOLIC FAMILY 
was coming into its own. At long 


last FIRST THINGS WERE 
PLACED FIRST and the 
Catholic World first, then the 


non-Catholic will soon become 
aware—how can they help it?— 
that in their midst are people who 
truly have set their feet unto 
heroic paths—and their faces 
unto the Green Hills of the Lord. 

If you have problems with your 
children . . . If you are wondering 
why you got married . . . if your 
teen-agers are a head-ache, and 
you are tired of “keeping up with 
the Jones’” .. . why not write in 
Canada to the Connolly’s; in USA 
to the Crowley’s, and find out 
where is the nearest branch to 
you of the CFM ... and join it. 
You will help yourself. Solve your 
problem, and eventually help 
others too. 

Worth trying don’t you think? 











Medal 
Awarded 
To 
Catherine Doherty 











On Sunday, December 8th, 
1957, in the Grand Ballroom of 
the Fort Stuben Hotel of Stuben- 
ville, Ohio, the Founders Assoc- 
iation of the College of Stuben- 
ville, conducted by the Franciscan 
Fathers of the Third Order Reg- 
ular, presented the Il Poverello 
Medal to Mrs. Catherine de Hueck 
Doherty. The introductions were 
made by Rev. John J, McGrath of 
the Diocesan Chancery of that 
diocese, and the Very Rev. Daniel 
W. Egan, the President of the 
College, awarded the medal. 

The Poverello medal is three 
inches in diameter, and one- 
eighth of an inch thick. On the 
front of the medal is etched a 
scene depicting Saint Francis 
giving money and clothing to 
the poor. The opposite side gives 
the citation of award which reads 
“In recognition of great benefact- 
ions to humanity exemplifying in 


our age the Christ-like spirit of 
charity which filled the life of St. 
Francis of Assisi’’. 


The metal of the Poverello med- 
al is stainless steel, which was 
selected because .being a non- 
precious metal it symbolizes the 
ideals of the Franciscan pov - 
the major industry of the Stuben- 
ville area; and finally is indic- 
ative of the strength of character 
found in those whose life exemp- 
lifies those ideals. 





Arizona 
Apostolate 


By Theresa Davis 











Casa de Nuestra Senora, Box 
441, Winslow, Arizona.—We re- 
ceived a new car just when Judy’s 
brakes didn’t brake any more, 
and the steering wheel didn’t 
steer. You remember Judy is a 
1930 Buick Sedan and was nam- 
ed after St. Jude, the Saint of 
the Impossible. The new car 
which we call Judy Junior is a 
1950 Buick Station Wagon, which 
Father McCarthy, our good 
friend, begged from the estate of 
a priest who died near here. 
Judy Junior makes us feel like 
millionajres—to drive in a car 
with windows and doors that 
don’t fly open every time when 
you take a corner and a horn 
that toots only when tooted! 

Do you ever wonder what we do 
all day long? Five-forty-five a.m. 
is our rising time—then we pick 
up passengers on the way to the 
6:45 Mass. We study Spanish 
after breakfast. From the rest of 
the morning untill 11.00 there 
are too many interruptions and 
emergency calls to enable any 
schedule of work. However, at 
11.00 the cook (for the last 4 
months it has been I) gets dinner 
for no less than 10 and so far no 
more than 18. We figured out yes- 
terday that our meals are about 
twenty-five cents a plate, includ- 
ing salt and pepper ( I seem to 
use a lot of that, in fact Cathy 
Maynard says that the Mexicans 
could not eat it this hot!) 

After dishes, preparation is 
made for the afternoon catechism 
class. By the way, every afternoon 
Cathy and I _ teach catechism. 
Phil Knight teaches a class on 
Saturday, the only time he 
doesn’t have a bus run. Thus 
Cathy Maynard has five classes 
a week, and I have seven. One of 
these is a High School group; the 
others are Grades one, two and 
three. 

Saturday and Sunday are the 
most stable days in our life 
here. Cathy does the Saturday 
tidying and makes the dinner in 
the morning, and Philip Knight 
and I teach catechism. In the 
afternoon Cathy does her office 
work at the Church, and our 
faithful teen-agers come to help 
me with the cleaning. Believe me, 
it took time to train them. At 
first they were doing things like 
washing a whole floor with soap 
and water and then taking the 
rest of the afternoon to dry it. 
I keep praying that Trudi Cortens 
will spend her holidays here to 
give them the “Big Course” on 
cleaning! 

Anyway, the cleaning must be 
done by 4.30 in the afternoon 
when Father Hannon comes for 
Confessions. These girls are really 
something. The climax of the day 
for them is to go grocery shopping 
with me! 

Sunday we have a leisurely 
breakfast, then a quiet reading 
period (it says on our schedule). 
I remember distinctly one Sun- 
day we read. 

New Catechism 

In the afternoon Father has a 
formation class for the catechism 
teachers. This Kerygmatic Cate- 
chism cannot be beat. Can you 
imagine that with this method 
young children are going to know 
that God loves them and does not 
brow-beat them into being good; 
and that God is our Father and 
loves us is quite a revelation to 
most of our teachers, too — who 
total eight. 

We eat at 4.00 on Sunday, be- 
cause Father has to say an even- 
ing Mass. 

Phil Knight’s night life is tak- 
ing a new twist. Sunday and Mon- 
day he will keep the Casa open; 
Tuesday he chaperones the C.Y.O. 
along with Cathy; Wednesday he 
takes the little boys to the Church 
while we have an adult’s night 
here; Thursday he chaperones the 
C.Y.O. with me; Friday and Sat- 
urday I don’t know what he does 
—when Cathy returns I’ll ask her. 


She is out buying groceries for a 
family of five right now. 

We started work on our Library, 
and Phil comes over two morn- 
ings a week to help. This Library 
is the best in the west—at least 
that is what we tell everyone. No 
kidding, there are books hot off 
the press, signed by the authors 
yet! Why not very long ago, one 
of the authors came all the way 
to Winslow. He autographed 
“Gall and Honey” and many 
others! 

Dutch Door 

We had a dutch door made be- 
tween the kitchen and our dining 
room. Do you know what a dutch 


erty;/door is? It is a door sawed in 


the middle, and half of it opens 
up at a time—get it? The purpose 
of the door is to keep out the two 
dozen children who I am con- 





stantly pushing out of the way to 
get from the frigidaire to the 
stove. Has it accomplished its 


a ey No! 
Did I tell you that on one of 
my first drives Judy Junior stalled 
at a busy intersection at 5:00 traf- 
fic time while waiting for a red 
light. The fellow behind me push- 
ed the car out of his way, and we 
landed in the middle of the road 
blocking on-coming traffic. Do 
you get the picture? The line up 
of cars was getting longer, and 
do you know what was making 
me nervous, besides all the kids 
in the car giving me their pro- 
fessional advice—was the quiet 
on the street. No one tooted. Ev- 
erybody seemed paralysed. One of 
the kids ran for the police, and 
they sent the janitor of the jail 
to push me out of traffic. 

I hope this helps you all to get 
a part of the _ of our Ari- 
zona Apostolate. 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


Appointments of the month: 
Staff Workers Mary Penne- 
father and Bill Murphy were ap- 
pointed to the Marian Centre in 
Edmonton, Alberta, while Staff 
Worker Michael Wright was ap- 
pointed to Maryhouse in the 
Yukon, and Staffer Ed Watson 
recalled to Madonna House. 

We enjoyed a pleasant after- 
noon visit from His Grace, Arch- 
bishop M. C. O’Neill of Regina, 
Saskatchewan. 

Fathers Butler and Stone of 
Chicago came to hunt deer. It 
was a rainy season; so Father 
Stone sat under a tree with a 
towel over the balsalm branches 
to keep out the rain, and a plastic 
raincoat beneath him, reading 
his office. Hearing a noise in the 
bush, he put down the office, 
picked up his gun, and killed his 
deer. Some poet has said, “more 
things are wrought by prayer 
than this world dreams of!” 

The new Saint Goupil’s build- 
ing was formally blessed on the 
feast of the Visitation of our Lady, 
November 21st. 

On the feast of Our Lady of 
Guadalupe,, December 12th, we 
enjoyed a real Mexican supper 
provided by friends of Father 
Thomas Rowland, consisting of 
Enchiladas, Chili rellenos, and 
Frijoles. There was also a 
“pinata”’. 

One of the nicest things that 
the Staff like about Christmias in 
Combermere is that no one—but 
no one—has to do any Christmas 
shopping! 

















On Mowing 
A Lawn 


By Peggy Clarke 











If one thing is necessary at 
Madonna House, it is faith and 
the idea of doing all for the glory 
of God, ignoring means of work 
and results of work. Mowing the 
lawn taught me this. 

The mower was one of the pre- 
war (lst War) type and it shook 
badly. It lacked sharp blades and 
a basket to catch the cut grass 
(which there wasn’t much of 
anyway, for the mower couldn’t 
cut). Then the lawn was really as 
nature had it—rocky, hilly, tufty, 
weedy and lumpy. The mower 
would bounce along over the ridg- 
es, ignoring both the tall grass, 
which slipped smoothly through 
the blades, and the tough grass, 
which stopped the blades. It was 
very efficient at taking the tops 
off tufts of weeds—this is one 
field in which the mower excelled, 
the field of weeds (in a field 
more or less amply studded with 
weeds). 

At first I pushed the mower up 
and down the one spot, but the 
blades did not respond too readily 
to this method—they clamped 
still at the second or third run. 
Then I tried tearing up and down 
the lawn in a sort of shock treat- 
ment, panzer movement, but on 
looking back over my mown part 
the effect was frustrating for one 
could not tell the mown from the 
unmown part. During this part 
of the manoeuvres one of the girls 
was attracted to the window by 
the noise—she thought a saw miil | 
had been moved in! 

_ Then, in desperation, I tried 
zig-zagging the mower and at- 
tacking different parts at ran- 
dom, in crosswise fashion. This 
was slightly more effective but by 
now my energy was fast givin 
out. With a never-say-die deter- 
mination, and the knowledge 
that everyone else in the house 
was working so I’d better not 
knock off too soon, I kept my 
shoulder to the mower and pray- 
ed for rain. 

This is another lesson I learn- 
ed at Madonna House while mow- 
ing the lawn—faith pays off. 

It rained! — 
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| Better World Movement 


BY CATHERINE 








The first snow, has fallen like a 
soft, downy, white, old--fashioned 
quilt on Combermere, but the blue 
river by our door is not yet frozen, 
and looks bluer than ever against 
its white sparkling banks. The 
sun shines out of cloudless skies 
and turns all it touches, into a 
fairyland. 

Sitting at my desk before a 
large window that frames all this 
beauty, I try vainly to sort the 
wealth of impressions, of new 
knowledge gathered across many 
lands—of information gathered 
painstakingly during my last Eu- 
ropean irip .. But I am as dazzled 
inwardly, as I am outwardly be- 
holding the beauty of nature, and 
of knowledge within and without. 

What to describe? What to se- 
lect? What to talk about? For I 
passionately want to share all 
those new ideas, sights, that 
knowledge that came to me—a 
grace of God- -with all of you be- 
loved friends and readers... But 
where to begin? 

Perhaps with the brilliant sun- 
shine—yes that would be best. For 
it is a link between this quiet 
northern wilderness, and Rome. 
Both had it. I remember so well 
that lovely trip from Rome via the 
Appian way-past Castle Gondolfo, 
where in 1951 I had the immense 
joy of a private audience with the 
Pope—on to Rocca Di Papa (rock 
of the Pope) and the PIUS XII 
INTERNATIONAL CENTRE FOR 
A BETTER WORLD. 

It all began with my decision to 
get to Rome a few days before the 
Second World Congress of the Lay 
Apostolate began, and take in for 
three days, another important 
series of meetings of the SEMIN- 
AR OF CATHOLIC INTERNA- 
TIONAL LIFE. 

For I had studied and read 
much about the Pope’s_ pro- 
nouncements on the _ need of 
CATHOLIC PARTICIPATION IN 
INTERNATIONAL AFFAIRS .. . 
and had been deeply impressed 
with the force of his arguments, 
and the strength of his desire to 
see this happen. Looking over the 
program of this first Seminar on 
Catholic International life con- 
vinced me that I could not do 
anything better, to follow the 
Pope’s advice and urgings than 
attend it and learn all about the 
vast subject. Here are its outlines 
—1I know you would be interested 
in seeing them too. 


Information, Seminar on 


Catholic International Life 
Rome 1-3 October, 1957 


PROGRAMME 


Tuesday, 1st October (morning) 
1:00 o’clock — Opening Session 
1st lecture—‘“Internal Organiza- 
tion of the Government of 
the Church”. 
Question time— 


(afternoon)—Visits to: 1. Con- 
gregation of Propaganda 
Fide. 


2. International Centre Pius 
XII Headquarters of the 
Movement “Mondo Migliore”. 


Wednes., 2nd October (morning) 

1:00 o’clock 

2nd lecture—“Catholics” Interna- 
tional Organizations, Lay Ap- 
ostolate etc.” by Prof. Rusz- 
kowski Catholic University of 
Lima, General Secretary of 
the International Catholic 
Film Office 
Question time 

(afternoon) — Visit to the CIO 
headquarters in Rome and 
participation in the Assembly 
of the International Confer- 
ence of Catholic Charities. 


Thursday, 3rd October (morning) 

1:00 oclock—At the headquarters 
of the Food and Agriculture 
Organization of the United 
Nations (FAO), participation 
in the special session of the 
Congress of the World Union 
of Catholic Women’s Organ- 
izations (WUCWO). 
(a) “Starvation in the World 
and the Christian Con- 
science”, lecture by Mgr. La- 
moot, Professor of Sociology 
at the Catholic University of 
Lille and WUCWO Chaplain. 
(b) Information by experts 
from the FAO and UNICEF 
(United Nations Children’s 
Fund). 

(afternoon) 

4:00 o’clock 

3rd lecture — “The presence of 
Catholics in official interna- 
tional life; U.N. and its spec- 
ialized agencies”, by Miss Al- 


ba Zizzamia, NCWC Office|Gospe 


for U.N. Affairs. 
Question Time 

7 o’clock —Closing of the Seminar 
with Holy Hour organized for 
the Congress of the WUCWO 
at the Church of Gesu. 





As you see there was a wealth 
of knowledge to be gathered from 
such a Seminar—and I could 
write many articles on the pro- 
gram of each day .. But out- 
standing in my memory was our 
visit to Father Lombardi — the 


saintly Jesuit priest who is the| 
“Better World| 


founder of the 
Movement” the HQ of which are 





at the Pius XII Centre, to which 
on that sunny day, that I started 


ney, and many others. 

The sky was cloudless too that 
day—even as it is today in Com- 
bermere. The sun was warm. The 
road was beautiful and winding | 
upwards into the Appian Hills. 
Each turn of the bus’ wheels, were 
made over a road full of historical 
and christian memories. . . We 
passed Castle Gondolfo of happy 
memories—the summer home of 
His Holiness, and sped ever higher 
into the lovely hills. 

Suddenly we were there. Just 
off the road, a beautiful modern 
house—that somehow managed 
to make one think of monasteries, 
and of busy world thoroghfares— 
was it the pure white of the 
stones? Was it the simple austere 
lines .. . or the air of busy sim- 
plicity and approachability. ... 
Perhaps all together. 

We entered via a spacious hall| 
... from which the beautiful Ital-| 
ian marble staircases lead up- 
wards to various levelled floors. . 
and downwards to the centre,| 
the heart of the whole building— 
the chapel. 

The Centre of The Centre 

We started our tour with it.. 
and all stood bereft of words, by 
the beauty of the Holy Place—for 
indeed in THIS CHAPEL . . holi- 
ness and beauty were one, yet 
withal, both were so blended that 
they could and were at once un- 
derstood by modern man. 

The round chapel-had all its 
walls except where the entrances 
were .. . dotted by altars. In the 
morning over thirty priests say 
Mass at each simultaneously. 
Whilst at the main altar, a mas- 
terpiece of simplicity and beauty, 
High Mass is sung daily. What a 
sight this must be . . . I deeply 
regret not having the opportunity 
to see it. . be part of it.. 

The statue of Our Lady, who is 
the Patroness of the Chapel, the 
Movement,—isn’t this the age 
both of Mary and the Lay Apostol- 
ate? stands, modern and straight, 
and so exquisitely beautiful, that 
tears came to my eyes... just at 
the beholding of Her... 

I would have liked to stay in 
the chapel for hours .. .nights.. 
days . . but we could not. I did 
have time though to pray for all 
the Lay Apostolates in general, 
and many of those I know and 
love personally . . 

As we filed back into the hall- 
ways, I realized that this was 
truly an hallowed and historical 
spot. For it was for its opening 
that the Pope for the first time 
in his life left his Diocese to motor 
down and receive from the hands 
of Fr. Lombardi a golden key to 
the Centre . . . which he then 
solemnly handed back to Father 
after blessing the chapel and 
house. 

It amazed me to find out too 
that the whole building and furn- 
ishings were donated by the men 
of Italy. . . That the building of 
it took half the time estimated be- 
cause the workmen engaged in 
building it—worked so well, wast- 
ed nary a minute and then threw 
in as their contribution much 
overtime. 

Yet it was a beautiful place. . 
But it was more. . . It was a desire 
of the Pope come true— 

New Movement 

For—just five years ago, our 
Holy Father Pius XII, called upon 
his own diocese of Rome, to take 
the initiative in a great movement 
for the restoration of Christian 
principles to every phase of hu- 
man activty, and set an example 
that other dioceses FAR AND 
NEAR would soon imitate. 

In fact on October 12th of the 
same year, 1952, he said clearly,, 
THAT THE TIME HAD COME for 
other dioceses to do so. 

The movement which arose in 
response to that urgent call of 
the Sovereign Pontiff, took the 
name of THE BETTER WORLD 
MOVEMENT. Its best known 
leader, after the Holy Father him- 
self, is Father Riccarde, Lombar- 
di, S. J. 

From the beginning of his 
Pontificate, in fact particularly 
from 1941, the Holy Father said 
that there was a need for a com- 
plete change . . a rebuilding of 
human institutions upon solid 
1 teaching . . He repeated 
these ideas in his annual Christ- 
mas message. Quite evidently he 
LONGED for it. His longing for a 
better world, was coupled with 
strong faith and a great confi- 


to tell about, a lovely large bus) part 
was carrying me and Mamie Le- call a halt to the “rationalistic ab- 
gris, my companion in that jour-|erration and religious depression” | 





dence in the goodness of God. 


He prayed, and exposed his de- 
sires to God He was convinced 
that matching the great need of 
mankind for a change of course— 
there was and is—in God, a cor- 
responding will, to grant all that 
is necessaory — to bring this 

change to a reality. 

He prepared himself. And as the 
feast of Our Lady of Lourdes ap- 
sroached, recalling of how almost 
a century ago, the Blessed Virgin 
Mary, had appeared on earth to 


of the time by an “irresistible 
summons back to the supernatur- 
al, and the first step towards a 
progressive religious renascence”, 
the Supreme Pastor prepared to 
tell the world that the time had 
come, that our Heavenly Mother 
was preparing a new effort to 
save her children, not only indiv- 
idually, but also collectively, by 
the making of a BETTER 
WORLD— WILLED BY GOD! 
The Pope underlined his Call 
in an unprecedented way—sol- 
emnly proclaiming himself the 
“Herald of a Better World’. He 
likened his acceptance of this of- 
fice—to his own elevation to the 
Holy See! ONE MAY SAY, THAT 
HE CONSIDERED IT A SPEC- 
IAL VOCATION. AND FURTHER- 
MORE, HE SAID, EVER SO 
CLEARLY, THAT HE WAS ACT 
ING AS THE SPOKESMAN OF 
THE BLESSED VIRGIN, HE 


WHOM EVERYONE FOR YEARS | 


HAS BEEN INCLINED TO CALL, 
THE “POPE OF OUR LADY”. 
Father Lombardi was then 
called to preach the new crusade 
over the Vatican Radio, in the 
Churches, public places, assemb- 
lies, and over city-wide amplifier 
hook-ups. 
With him was Father Rotondi, a 
fellow Jesuit; before long there 
was a little band of preachers and 


lecturers, who are still working} 


together in the new center, the 
Piux XII International Center for 
a Better World. 

All this I had known .. and 
more. For since those early be- 
ginnings the fame of Father Lom- 
bardi and his associates, had trav- 
elled far and wide, as did his 


sanctity—what I did not know} 


was that I was to meet Father 
Lombardi and his fellow priests— 
that blessed day while visiting the 
Centre. 

We slowly wended our way 
through lecture room after lec- 
ture room, and through parlour, 
after parlour. We stopped to pray 
again in a little chapel, dedicat- 
ed to Mary too . . which is the 
very special praying spot of en- 
gaged couples, who come to it, to 
promise our Virginal Mother, 
that they will endeavor to have 
a pure and holy courtship and en- 
gagement and implore her help 
to keep that promise. 

The Heart of the Centre 

As we left that lovely spot, we 
were suddenly called into a big 
room—and there stood a priest . . 
gray haired . . with the face of a 
child, the eyes of a martyr, the 
forehead of a thinker, and the 
smile of a youth. 

None of us needed the introduc- 
tion that followed. We all knew 
THIS WAS FATHER LOMBARDI, 
God’s troubadour and orator par 
excellence of our century. 

He was so courteous, so child- 
like, sO. approachable, and so 
simple, that most of us felt 
tongue-tied, and yet we all 
smiled in return . . he was that 
kind of a man. . Then I could not 
stand the strange strain any 
longer and asked him for his 
blessing—which he joyously gave 
all of us. . As I knelt I prayed 
silently, but oh so burningly, that 
I may in some way, help to make 
a BETTER WORLD FOR CHRIST 
AND MEN .. and that others who 
had not seen Fr. Lombardi, come 
in thousands to be instructed in 
the ways and means of making 
this inspiration of the Holy 
Father come true, may too arise 
and begin — making a better 
world—by remaking themselves 
first unto the likeness of Christ— 
then others. 

One moment Fr. Lombardi and 
his holy priestly band were there. 
The next they were gone. But the 
light they shed stayed with us. . 
bright. The Pope calls EVERY- 
and is with me still, warm and 
ONE to participate in this Move- 
ment. If you are really interested 
in answering his call . . why not 
get in touch with the Centre. . 
write to the—AMERICAN COR- 
RESPONDENT BETTER 
WORLD MOVEMENT (MOVI- 
MENTO MONDO MIGLIORE) PI- 
AZZA DEL GESU 49 ROME IT- 
ALY. 

Yes . . there is so much I would 
like to share with you dear 
friends . . but of all the things I 
saw and heard the Pope’s vision 
of a BETTER WORLD, seemed to 
me to be uppermost—isn’t it to 
you? : 


— 





Christmas 
At The Casa 


By Catherine Maynard 














Christmas and the whole Ad- 
vent season is filled with antic- 
ipation, preparation and some 
delightful customs. 
| On Sunday evening, December 
/1, Father. Hannon lit the first 
‘candle in the large, beautiful Ad- 
|vent wreath in the church. The 
|Parish church! Center of life and 
|activity, or so it should be. Madre 
ide Dios Church gives so fully and 
‘completely to her children, the 
parishioners, all of the liturgical 
/practices and many of the other 
‘holy and stirring customs of 
| Mother Chucrh. 
| Greens are not hard to find 
land the Casa, too, had its Ad- 
‘vent Wreath; prayers of prepar- 
ation nightly, and the lighting of 
the candles. 
| St. Nicholas had his night. At 
‘the Casa we had the traditional 
Madonna House festivities on 
December 6th. Gingerbread re- 


mas hymns flow from happy 
hearts and fill the church. The 
Infant is placed in the creche! 
and Christ is born again! The joy 
of this moment is pierced just a 
little by the realization that He 
is still not born in every heart. 
A whispered prayer, a sigh, a 
hope, a plea and all these are 
taken up and mingled beyond rec- 
ognition with the JOY THAT 
FILLS THE EARTH. 

Glory. Glory. Glory to God in 
the Highest. A Saviour is born. 
Our Leader. Our King. Our God. 

Christmas is such a glorious 
time, wherever you are, because 
Christmas is Christ’s Birth .. . 
.. in US. 


ST. GOUPIL... 
WE THANK YOU 


Ry Catherine 














INDEED WE DO. For there, 
for all to see, stands YOUR house. 
Big, airy, shingled white. Sixty 
feet long. Twenty-eight feet wide. 
iWth plenty of dormitory room 
for the men of our Apostolate. 





presentations of the Saint; and 
red, candy-filled stockings at 
jeach place. We read aloud the 
llife of the saint to remind us| 
again that his great LOVE for 
God was the notivation for his| 
unbounded generosity ... 
When more of us know St. Nick} 
(a real person, who once lived | 
and breathed as we do) instead | 
of some fictitious, fat, jolly, no- 
body called Santa Claus, we will 
be getting back again to the real 
spirit of Christmas. 

| The feast of the Immaculate 
|Conception, Dec. 8th began with 
an early morning procession of 
people, banners and bedecked pic- 
ture of Our Lady of Guadalupe 
carried on the shoulders of our 
men. As we marched from South- 
side to Coopertown, well over a 
mile, to the parish church, the 
rosary was recited and many 
hymns sung. Father Hannon led 
all the prayers over a loud speak- 
ler system rigged up in a bus 
which drove along slowly beside 
him. It was a glorious day—nippy 
enough for coats and gloves, but 
bright and clear and fresh. A 
blue, cloudless sky hovered over 
us like a canopy of Mary’s love 
and guidance, At the end of the 
march, Mass and exposition of 
the Blessed Sacrament. A repast 
‘of coffee, cocoa and “POSOLI” 





With plenty of downstairs space 
to house the every growing sew- 
ing room, handicraft room, and 
undry... 

INDEED WE DO... For the 
roomy basement has plenty of 
room for the men’s workshop. 
And all of it heated with a lovely 
oil furnace, and all of it lighted 
with electricity ... Now who 
could ask for more? And you did 
it. Folks asked us, so often, why 
did we choose YOU, out of the 
great galaxy of saints? To us it 
was almost self evident, but they 
did not know you too well... 
we must write a special letter to 
our Jesuit friends, and ask them 
to make you better known . . for 
you too are a patron of the Lay 
Apostolate, that is so rapidly 
coming of age in our tragic cen- 
tury. .. Anyhow whom else could 
we have chosen? 

For Madonna House lies right 
in the path of the Holy Jesuit 
Martyrs of which you were one.. 
The whole countryside here, bears 
as it were their holy footprints. 
You were well acquainted with 
our mountains and woods. You 
knew how hard it still is to raise 
money for any “missionary ef- 
fort”. You were a man... and 
we needed a house to house men 
the rest came later. 

As, we say today you were “a 





| was served after Mass in the new 
‘church hall. This seems to be a 
|traditional “snack” after the 
processional. After the evening 
Mass, Theresa made her final 
|profession as a Third Order Car- 
melite, For us, a fitting end to 
Our Lady’s Day! 

The days of December slowly 
slipped away. The Feast of Our 
Lady of Guadalupe has a special 
importance for the Mexican 
people. Need I tell you why? Pro- 
cessions, hymns, rosary, bene- 
diction! All these are expected, 
but what a thrilling surprise to 
be introduced to the “MANAN- 
ITAS”, little morning seranades, 
sung to Our Lady on her Feast 
Day. A boy and a guitar, or sev- 
eral boys and several guitars, plus 
lots of other people might be 
greeting Our Lady in the early 
morning hours as the sun comes 
up! 

And while we’re talking about 
Our Lady of Guadalupe, let me 
acquaint you with one of her 
titles that is really my favorite, 
“La Morenita”. This means the 
“little brown One”. A good medi- 
tation for anyone who has any 


trace of racial discrimination, 
don’t you think? 
The Search 


December is nearing the middle 
now, and it’s the 16th. From this 
night until Christmas Eve, Mexi- 
can people everywhere celebrate 
the search of Mary and Joseph 
for a place to stay. “LAS POSA- 
DAS”. In some places the journey 
is still made from house to house 
with much singing. Special vers- 
es are sung which tell the story. 
The pleas, the refusals are all re- 
told and relived. Finally, at the 
last house, “shelter is given’, and 
of course a warm drink and snack 
is provided for everyone. It is not 
always possible for so many 
people to go from house to house, 
and here, the journey and search 
take place right at the church. 
The celebration is ended each 
night with a party in the church 
hall for the children, “THE PIN- 
ATA”. A pinata is a pottery or 
paper mache animal filled with 
candies and all kinds of other 
goodies. Blindfolded children all 
swing, with great energy, a bat 
or stick at this pinata trying to 
break it open. The cheering sec- 
tion all scream, “Dale, dale, 
dale!” “Give it to him!” Give it to 
him!” When broken, the mad 
scramble for the flow of sweet 
things is such fun to watch. 

Las Pasadas on Christmas Eve 
ends inside the church just before 


Midnight Mass. The search for a 








place to stay has ended. Christ- 


natural’’—The right one. . 
proper Saint for us to pray to, for 
funds for that house named after 
you. True you took a little while 
to move the hearts of men to give 
the money. But we understand. 
You were used to slower means of 
communication. Also you had to 
help us to learn the lessons of 
“‘aith and trust a little better... 
for all of this... we surely thank 
ou, beloved St. Goupil . . . We 
‘ave One request yet .o make to 
you .. Get us a s‘atue of yourself 
to put into in ycur House... We 
have searched high and low. . 
No statue of you can be found. . 
Send us one from somewhere, or 
iead us to where we could get one. 
Would you like a little conduct- 
ed tour of your house? You would, 
how kind of you, you must see it 
all so clearly from where you are 
. .. but you are so understanding 
in your humility, you realize we 
love being in your company... 
thanks again .. . and now allow 
us to lead the way... 
Dormitory 
Here are the entrance steps, 
and the main door. As you enter, 
ou at once see the steps leading 
to that lovely big dormitory of 
our men, at present twelve men 
sleeping in it, with five away at 
our farm. . . but more are due 
soon. See how much room there 
is for expansion? It would hold 
FORTY MORE, we bet! (send us 
some of these soon please). Oh 
yes, there IS room for two show- 
ers, three wash basins and toilet 
facilities. .. YOU would be inter- 
ested in all these, for you too had 
to rough it—as our men did for 
many years, and you appreciate 
the feel of hot water after a long 
working day even as they do. . 
Look this way—see “cosy corn- 
er, radio, a table for writing, a 
few nice arm chairs—where they 
can relax . . .Nice eh? Room for 
their belongings too. Cupboards 
for their clothes. Truly you have 
been most thoughtful... . 


First Floor 


Now we can go back and make | pymili 


the tour of the first floor. The 
first large room is many-rooms- 
in-one. A handicraft room, where 
our staff will learn the beautiful 
and gentle art of old crafts, so 
that they can teach them—wher- 
ever they go. Everyone under- 
stands and loves the language of 
handicrafts, the world over . . It 
will come in handy in our future 
African or Asian Apostolate. Yes 
we plan to answer the calls of 
several Bishops from these Mis- 
sionary countries... 


But it is also the Art-room. See 
this corner? That is where those 
whom God has given this special 
gift—will draw and paint for His 
glory. Over there is the office— 
part of the room. That is the 
Men’s Director office desk and all 
the files. And these shelves are 
full of pertinent books dealing 
with all the things that will be 
done in this room. 

Now the next huge room is 
our Sewing Department. See all 
these shelves? We salvaged from 
the many generous donations 
we get, all materials, buttons, no- 
tions all and everything needed 
for a large sewing department. 
For with fifty people living here 
now, and more expected you can 
understand how much sewing 
there is to do. Also all must learn 
to sew a little—for who shall do 
one’s sewing in the distant Mis- 
sion fields everywhere? 

And the next room is OUR 
LAUNDRY .. . What a joy this 
room will be when we will have 
the money THREE THOUSAND 
DOLLARS, to put in the new au- 
tomatic industrial Laundry Eq 
uipment !!!! Remember when I 
first came here in 1947, and wash- 
ed the laundry in the River? You 
must have smiled for that is 
what you did too when you were 
on earth. Then I got that gasoline 
washing machine. .. What a con- 
traption that was? How many 
medals did I put in every Mon- 
day . . . Remember? The ornery 
thing would not start, no matter 
how I tried—on account of the 
cold in the cellar, I guess .. . or 
something .. . My right leg has 
huge muscles even to this day— 
trying to start that gasoline en- 
gine. . . You push the pedal of 
its starter with your foot . . .and 
push... 

Then joy of joys, four years 
later came an electrical washing 
machine—and more staff to help 
with the washing. But look at 
how things are now . . . we have 
two little family washing ma- 
chines to process umteen sheets 
... blankets . . . personal wash . 
and during the summer school 
the sheets number 250-300 a week, 
and all the rest in proportion. . . 
You can see, can’t you, that we 
need AN INDUSTRIAL OUTFIT 
... Then this lovely room will be 
complete. . 

Do you think you could RAISE 
US THIS MONEY? If you were 
to talk it over with St. Martha I 
think the two of you could... 
Try, St. Goupil, please, try once 
again . . .Thanks. 

Basement 
Now for the basement .. . Look 





- Sel, 





. see... all those shelves... 
They spell order and joy in the 
lives of our men. There is the 
carpenter’s bench and tools... 
Here is a place for his lumber. 
There is the “framing workshop” 
yes ... we have to frame many 
pictures. Over there the electrical 
repair shop . . . and here all per- 
taining to paints and painting. 
Here, the car repairs ... and in 
that corner the shipping depart- 
ment —one of our busiest. 
You like the basement? I 
thought you would. You did not 


.| have as many tools—but I bet you 


wished many a time you did have 
more than you did? So you helped 
us with them. So you see, St. 
Goupil, that INDEED WE 
THANK YOU ENDLESSLY AND 
ALL THOSE WHOSE HEARTS 
YOU MOVED TO HELP US! 





THE 
CHAPLAINS 
OF OUR 
APOSTOLATE 
WILL 
BE HAPPY 
TO TAKE CARE 
OF 
YOUR 
MASS INTENTIONS 








On Humility 


Jose de Vinck 











A truly humble man is uncon- 
scious of his humility as he is of 
his greatness. 

We have no more right to judge 
ourselves than to judge others, 
since God is the only one who 
really knows. 

It is an act of pride to judge 
ourselves to be humble, and a 
great stupidity to wave this false 
ty as a banner. 

Humility is not a coat of arms, 
but should be worn beneath our 
garment of truth. 

There are many signs of a de- 
structive sin: the pride of humil- 
ity which says: “Behold! We are 
the humble!” 

No virtue is ever preserved by 
giving homage to itself, most of 
all humility since it consists ex- 
actly in this: in recognizing once 
and for all our absolute nothing- 
ness before the Absolute Perfect- 
ion, and in making this so muc) 
a pattern of our lives THAT WE 
CAN FORGET ALL ABOUT .:7! 


. 
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New 
Marian Centre 
Blessed 











By Dorothy Phillips 
10528-98 St., Edmonton, Al- 
berta—On Dec. 8, four years ago, 
our first Chapel was blessed at 
Madonna House in Combermere 
and today the new Marian Centre 
received the same blessing. Some- 
time during this day, in Steuben- 
ville, Ohio, our Foundress, Cath- 
erine Doherty received the II Pov- 
erello Medal from the Franciscan 
Friars. We have much to be grate- 
ful for. 

Quite early in the morning two 
of our Women’s Volunteer group 
arrived; Mrs. Sheehan and Mrs. 
Calavan to prepare the tables, 
make the coffee and set every- 
thing in order for the tea which 
was to take place after the bles- 
sing. Shortly after their arrival, 
young business people came to 
assist in any way they might be 
needed. Then came the Men’s 
committee, arranging the guest 
book table and the enormous bowl 
which they set out for donations 
towards our building fund. Three 





of our regular volunteer seminar- 
ians came to serve the Archbishop | 
during the dedication ceremony. | 
By 1:30 the house was packed| 
with guests and volunteers. At) 
exactly 1:45, His Grace, Archbish- | 
op A. Jordan, O.M.I. arrived and 
a hush spread throughout the 
house, as he entered the Chapel. 
Later, as he went down the hall, 
blessing each room, walls of peace 
closed in upon us. In our dining 
room, he paused as a mural, 6’ 
high and 12’ in length, depicting, 
“Christ Among The Poor” was 
unveiled. The picture received a 
special blessing. Then His Grace 
spoke of the duty incumbent on 
all of us to serve God through 
serving mankind. He spoke also 
of the love we should have for 
one another. We then had Bene- 
diction of the Blessed Sacrament 
for the first time in our Chapel. 
A male choir from Sacred Heart 
Church sang. 

We considered it a great priv- 
ilege to have our pastor, Msgr. 
O’Gorman present. 

After the blessing was complet- 
ed, tea was served. Forty-five 
ushers were showing the guests 
through, explaining what the dif- 
ferent rooms would be used for. 
Over 2,000 people arrived between 
1:30 and 8:00 p.m. Our Women’s 
Volunteer Committee took over 
complete charge of the tea, our 


Men’s committee stayed on six to}*.- 


eight-hour duty, receiving people, 
showing them through the prem- 
ises and generally explaining our 
work. Both our Catholic and Non- 
Catholic friends were here in 
great numbers. It was a delight 
and joy to see mothers, fathers 
and children all taking over the 
responsibility of their respective 
jobs and one felt that families 
were holily and happily united in 
the joy of working towards giving 
glory to God as a family unit. 

Indeed it was a day of love and 
a day of great joy to have God 
once more living with us in his 
Tabernacle and to also have Him 
present in the person of the 
Archbishop, Msgrs., priests, sis- 
ters, and lay men, women and 
children. 

The house is a cement block 
building, consisting of a basement 
and one storey. It is 93 feet long 
and 33 feet wide. The dining room 
has a seating capacity of close 
to 100. The Chapel accommodates 
forty. The library is full of almost 
empty shelves and the women’s 
workroom has a cupboard con- 
taining two irons, and three 
broken down ironing boards. The 
room itself also contains two old 
treadle sewing machines. It is a 
beautiful house, but it has much 
work to be done on it yet. It is 
also a beautiful house because 
today, along with those who give, 
sat many of those who receive. 
Our brothers-in-Christ mingled 
with the guests who had helped 
to bring all this about. What a joy 
it was to see all being received as 
Christ by so large a group. 

The day before we started mov- 
ing into our new quarters, we 
fed 328 men and expect to be 
feeding many more daily this 
winter. But, for the first winter 
since I have been in Edmonton, 
it will not be necessary to see 
men standing outside waiting in 
the biting wind, sleet or rain, at 
below zero temperatures. 

We thank you for your prayers, 
your donations and your volun- 
teer help, for truly, you have 
taken Christ, His Mother Mary 
and His Foster Father Joseph into 
your home and your hearts this 
winter. It is our fervent prayer 
that God will bless you all abund- 
antly for the comfort you. have 


TEEVY IS DEAD... 


(Continued from Page One) 
reds of friendless ones in Har- 
lem. Somehow starting with my- 
self, little by little, our Staff 
and volunteers, all turned to 
Teevy for advice. 

In 1941 she went to our Chic- 
ago Friendship House where Ann 
Harrigan was then director. There 
she spent most of the eighteen 
years that she had been with the 
apostolate. Her next assignment 
was the new Friendship House 
in Portland, Oregon. Until last 





WHY 
RESTORATION? 


Next month—FEBRUARY — is 
PRESS MONTH. In Rome during 
the Second World Congress of 
the Lay Apostolate, and at the 
National Social Conference of 
Canada that took place last No- 
vember at St. John’s, New Bruns- 














June when she, with Peter Loftus, 
and Mabel Knight, voted to trans- 
fer that house to our Madonna 
House Secular Institute. 

Friendship House . . .or Madon- 
na House . . She was always the 
same. Beloved by all. Humble. 
Simple and a living flame of Car- 
itas. Her life is a path of light. 
She wrote well in the sands of 
time .. . she wrote for all to see, 
that a Lay Apostle simply mirrors 
the Face and Life of. Christ. 

Remarkable Counsellor 

I remembered some of the 
“letters” she thus wrote... I 
remembered how in Chicago. . . 
Bishops and humble missionary | 
priests. Superiors of various Re-| 
ligious Orders, and little nuns | 
came to visit her... with a smile 


wick at which many members of 
the Canadian Hierarchy were 
present .. . the question of the 
Catholic Press and all the other 
modern means of communication 
were discussed. 

As if this were not enough, the 
Holy Father wrote a special En- 
cyclical on the subject, focusing 
the attention of all thinking 
people on this vital crucial apos- 
tolate of the spoken and written 
word, be it through newspapers, 
magazines, books, radio, 


“speak” to other men. 





Small World 
How small our world has be- 
come is clearly realized by a trav- 
eller today. I flew from Belgium 


T.V.,| be. 
movies and theaters. In fact, all; Bridegroom? 
the media by which man can): 


Portland 
Picture 


By M. K. Rowland 











Many things have been hap- 
pening here at Stella Maris and 
many people have come and 
gone. The days seem to get short- 
er and shorter and there is more 
and more to do in the market 
place called Portland. 

Teevy’s last illness and death 
brought home to us so clearly the 
foundation of the Apostolate... 
“It’s the little things you do that 
count”! Her life was that of or- 
dinary little duties and kindnes- 
ses, but the loving heart that per- 
formed them won many friends 
for God and His work. Her death 
was so beautiful; she was so eag- 
er and happy to go, how could we 
be sad over a soul meeting its 





On Tuesday, the day of Teevy’s 
wake, and the Office for the Dead 
here at the House, we had a visit 
from Fr. Paix, a native Korean 
| priest. He said Mass in our Chapel 


‘and spent the day, leaving that 


lnight for Korea. It was very in- 


and a nod they would pass me}io Rome in three hours. It would| teresting having him here and 


and all the rest of the Chicago 
Staff and make a bee line for the 
kitchen and Teevy. What they 
talked about—only they and God 
knew. All we knew that once in a 
while some prelate or priest or) 
nun. . . would on their way out! 
smiling and nodding again .. .| 


that kitchen.” He who went to! 


nice to find out that they thought | 
so too. . 

Sick or well, she always was 
cheerful. Simple. Joyous and 
ready to work long hours — for 
she clearly saw and knew that 
she was working for Christ in His 
poor. There was Willie the Weep- 


er... and Willie the Griper . . 
and another half dozen “Willies” 
of all types—whom she would 


console, feed, and leave sit in her 
warm kitchen, for they had no 
place to go, until they got over 
their “shakes’... 

Once she was chosen the MOST 
POPULAR WOMAN OF THE 
SOUTH SIDE ... or Queen of the 
South Side. To those not in the 
know, I may add that it is very 
difficult for a white person to be 
thus chosen, by an all Negro 
Community, and were we proud 
of Teevy when she was—because 
her “popularity” was that of 
Caritas ... Her brand of Caritas 
. Simple . . . personal and di- 
rect. 

Most Quotable 

She wrote me a _ letter, that 
reached me the day before she 
died. I think she would not mind 
if I shared a sentence or so with 
all her old friends who will read 
this article . . . for in this letter 
she sort of wrote her own epitath 
... “AM IN MY ROOM TODAY, 
SOMEWHAT OUT OF SORTS 
WITH THIS OLD TICKER OF 
MINE (SHE DIED OF A HEART 
ATTACK). LAST WEEK I HAD 
MANY BAD SPELLS AND MUCH 
PAIN ... BUT I THANK GOD 
THAT HE ALLOWS ME TO SUF- 
FER SOMETHING FOR MYSELF 
AND OTHERS ... “I am so very 
fortunate in this.” 

As I returned to our chapel, I 
was astonished that all this had 
taken so little time—the priest 
was just beginning the prayers 
for the conversion of Russia... 
It had seemed to me, that I had 
been standing near that phone a 
long .. . long time . . . reliving 
more than half of my apostolic 
life. For Teevy was even as Grace 
Flewelling—one of the few “or- 
iginal pioneers” of our Lay Ap- 
ostolate. 

With her death I lost a friend, 
a counsellor, an inspiration . . 
and gained a saint in heaven 
Alleluia. . .. 

I know many will be the Masses 
offered for the respose of her soul 
by her many friends. . . Yet I 
also know that Teevy would have 
loved to have other intentions 
combined with the one for her 
soul... she would have wanted 
her Mass to be offered up also for 
all the souls of the friendless ones 
whom she befriended, and for 
whom no one prays. 

She was waked in a lovely Ne- 
gro Funral Home, as she would 
have wanted to, having devoted 
eighteen years of her life to the 
Interracial Apostolate. The fun- 
eral Mass was sung in the Holy 
Rosary Parish in which Stella 
Maris House was located. Mon- 
signor Tobin preached the funeral 
sermon. 

The address of Stella Maris 
House—208 N.E. Weidler St. Port- 
land, Oregon, in case anyone 
would want to communicate with 
Miss Mary Kay Rowland for fur- 
ther particulars of her holy death. 
House—208 N.E. Std. Portland, 
Oregon, in case anyone would 
want to communicate with Miss 
Mary Kay Rowland for further 





given Him. 


have been twenty-four hours in 
the old days, and I was in a plane 
that was on its way to the Belgian 
Congo, which would arrive there 
six hours after I left it in Rome. 
Nine hours from Brussels to the 
Belgian Congo! 

The New Zealand delegation 


the old days it would take six 


her often, knew that. But it was/ weeks to get to Rome. They made | 


it in 50 hours by plane, with 
stop-overs. They could have made 
it in a shorter time without them. 


And we are not yet in the jet-age! 

No wonder that His Holiness is 
concerned with the means of 
communication — with all the 
ways that can speak to other men 
in this shrinking world. 

For on what man says to man— 
depends the fate of all mankind. 

For all the means of commun- 
ication, especially the written and 
spoken word, can lead man to 
truth, to a friendly world, and to 
peace and happiness—To a world 
divided, filled with hate, and 
wars or rumors of wars—OR TO 
A WORLD UTTERLY DESTROY- 
ED AND FILLED WITH THE SI- 
LENCE OF DEATH AND RADIO- 
ACTIVE RUINS. 

Little Paper—Big Voice 

RESTORATION IS a Little Pa- 
per, that easily can be shrugged 
away by some as just as an organ 
of a Secular Institute, a Lay Ap- 
ostolic group—but frankly this 
would be a mistake—to shrug it 
away we mean... 

For it is a Little Paper indeed. 
But it is a paper of ideas and of 
principles — Social principles 
God’s principles. Principles that 
if adhered to, and integrated into 
daily life, would achieve, or help 
to achieve one world of peace and 
friendship and _ understanding 
amongst men. 

It is a little paper, that en- 
deavours to use every way of ex- 
pressing those principles, so as 
to make them penetrate into the 
consciousness of many. 

It is true that it speaks of the 
Apostolate also. But the Apostol- 
ate is here to stay. It has come of 
age—this Lay Apostolate of the 
about it, it becomes a Laboratory 
Church, and to those who read 
—in which they can see the ef- 
forts, the pain, the joys of IN- 


-| TEGRATING, , IMPLEMENTING, 
‘*|FULL CHRISTIANITY 


INTO 
DAILY LIFE. 

Why not find out about this 
Little Paper with big ideas? Why 
not refresh oneself regarding the 
principles of truth and love? Why 
not join those who are trying to 
integrate them into the reality of 
daily life? Why not become an 
apostle of peace, happiness, and 


friendship? 
WHY NOT SUBSCRIBE TO 
RESTORATION? 


The price of subscription is still 
one dollar. The address is REST- 
ORATION, COMBERMERE, ON- 
TARIO. If you already subscribe, 
why not make February an Ap- 
ostolic Month, and participate in 
the Apostolate of the ‘Catholic 
Press, and send a gift subscript- 
ion to some of your friends?—or 
Just neighbors and acquaintanc- 
es? 

For us Catholics —THE TIME 
FOR ACTION IS NOW—TOMOR- 
ROW WILL BE TOO LATE. A 
DOLLAR IS SO LITTLE FOR SO 
MUCH. WHY NOT SEND IT TO 








particulars of her holy death. 


RESTORATION NOW? 


{hearing about his country and 
ithe marvelous progress of the 
‘faith in that land. 

A week later Fr. Paix’s Bishop 
paid us a visit and also said 
‘Mass in our Chapel. Bishop 
‘Henry had been in the States 
since His Consecration last May, 


say—“you have a little saint in| were telling me in Rome that in| and now was on his way back to 


Korea and his diocese of Kwanju. 
| We have been blessed by sev- 
'eral visits from Fr. Columban, the 
Abbot of the nearby Trappist Ab- 
'bey. The Monks there made our 
| Stations of the Cross in the shape 
|of our Staff Worker Crosses. They 
jare Simple and the dark wood 
stands out against the grey walls. 
The Bishop blessed them for us 
during his stay. 

For Thanksgiving we had three 
seminarians with us from Mt. 
Angel—the nearby Benedictine 
Abbey which also has a seminary 
for the diocesan priests. The boys 
collected the greens for our Ad- 
vent wreaths. 

We feel that Teevy is in Heaven 
and watching over us in a very 
Special way, so we are expecting 
greater things now at Mary’s 
House in Portland—Star of the 
Sea bring all of us to the Haven 
of Love, your Son! 


Please... 


What about the Church of Si- 
lence? Are we praying for it? .. 
Worrying about it? ... Helping 
res iss 














I am sure most of us are pray- 
ing about it, and worrying about 
it .. . And to the best of our ab- 
ility helping it. 

But as I found out at Rome at 
the Second World Congress of 
the Lay Apostolate, we of this 
North American Continent do 
not know too much about it. 

We certainly are not aware of 
the fact that the Church of Si- 
lence is in the midst of the free 
world—and that we can very 
easily help the priests, and the 
people who battle for the souls, 
not only of the refugees who they 
serve in various countries, but 
through them and their own con- 
tacts. . for the souls of many rela- 
tives and friends back of the Iron 
Curtain that they alone can 
reach—by ways and means 
known to them alone too—and 
only to them. 

One such priest 

Rev. Dr. Alejandro Mircea, 
Director de la Mision Rumana in 

Espagna, 
Santa Amelia 45, 6, 2, 
Ijunto Paseo Dom Boscal, 
Barcelona Espagne (Spain). 
does a tremendous work in Spain, 
as the above address indicates. I 
met him personally in Rome. He 
told of what he was doing at a 
Workshop on the Church of Si- 
lence. It was wonderful. 

BUT, HE IS LIVING IN EX- 
TREMELY POOR QUARTERS. 
HIS “PARISHIONERS” ARE 
POORER THAN HE IS. IF YOU 
HAVE AN EXTRA DOLLAR, AN 
EXTRA PENNY, TEN CENTS, OR 
A QUARTER, WHY NOT SEND 
IT TO HIM? IT WILL ALLOW 
HIM TO HAVE BETTER FOOD, 
BETTER QUARTERS, MORE 
STRENGTH TO SERVE THE 
LONELY, THE FORGOTTEN, 
THE NEGLECTED. MASS STIP- 
ENDS ALSO WILL BE WEL- 
COMED, AND HE WILL HAVE 
ENOUGH MONEY LEFT OVER 
TO SEND THE PROPER RUS- 
SIAN LITERATURE (WHICH IS 
NOW BEING PRINTED IN SUCH 
ABUNDANCE)—CATHOLIC LIT- 
ERATURE TO RUSSIA. 





ENJOYABLE DEATH 


(Continued from Page One) 

At times she slept. Once she 
opened her eyes and saw us all 
about her bed. Mary Kay Row- 
land, the director of Stella Maris 
House. Diana Zdunich. The in- 
comparable Peter Loftus. And my- 
self. 

“My family!’ she said. “God is 
very good!” 

There was great strength in her 
fingers as she pressed our hands. 
I gave her a picture of Catherine, 
my wife. She put it to her lips as 
though it were a holy relic. “The 
“B”! she exclaimed. “I love her 
so. God bless her. She made my 
life a happy one. Thanks, Eddie. 
You couldn’t have given me any- 
thing better.” 

We said the Rosary then. Mary 
Kay, perhaps by the inspiration 
of the Holy Ghost, perhaps be- 
cause she sensed Teevy’s air of 
joy and triumph, decided on the 
Glorious Mysteries. The Resurrec- 
tion. The Ascension. The descent 
of the Holy Ghost, when He came 
like a great wind, and with 
tongues of fire, on the Apostles 
and Our Lady. The Assumption. 
The crowning of Our Lady as 
Queen of the Universe. 

Teevy’s lips moved in the re- 
sponses. They writhed with pain, 
too, now and then. And we fanc- 
ied that angels were bringing her 
more pain—fresh fuel to cast on 
the fire of love that raged within 
that dying old heart. 


She blessed herself when we} 


had finished, making a firm gen- 
erous cross on forehead, bosom, 
and shoulders. She kissed my 
wife’s picture again, and held it 
in her hands. And she smiled as 
though she had been crowned, 
and was sure of a throne quite 
close to that of the Blessed 
Mother. 
Joy Everywhere 

There was that same feeling of 
glory and triumph and joy in 
the attitude of the people who 
came to the wake and to the fun- 
eral, white and black and brown 
and yellow and red. 

One heard it in the voice of 
Father Feucht, celebrating the 
Mass; in the voices of Father Ber- 
nard and his seminarians, who 
came from the Benedictine Abbey 
at Mount Angel to sing the Greg- 
orian chant Teevy loved, and in 
the solemn tones of Monsignor 
Tobin as he talked of the lay ap- 
ostolate and how dear it is to the 
heart of holy father, Pius XII. 

Teevy died and was buried, as 
she lived, in the midst of friends 
of all races. There were Negroes 
among the pall bearers. There was 
a Negro altar boy and a white 
boy at the Mass. The undertaker 
was a Negro. And in the pews 
were Negroes, Indians, a Japan- 
ese girl, and _ several hundred 
white men and women. 

There were no salty tears, Who 
really weeps when a dear friend 
finds fulfillment of her heart’s 
desire? 





Spring Wardrobe 


One of these days I must go 
shopping. I am completely out of 
self respect. I want to exchange 
some self-righteousness I picked 
up somewhere for some humility 
which they say is less expensive 
and wears better. 

I want to look at some toler- 
ance which is being used for 
wraps this season. Someone show- 
ed me some pretty samples of 
peace. We are a little low on that 
and can never have too much 
of it. 

And by the way, I must try to 
match some patience my neigh- 
bor wears. It is very becoming to 
her, and it might look well on 
me. I might even try on that 
little garment of long suffering 
they are displaying. I never 
thought I wanted it, but feel my- 
self coming to it. 

And I must not forget to have 
my sense of humor mended, and 
to look around for some inex- 
pensive everyday goodness. Isn’t 
it surprising how quickly one’s 
stock of goodness is depleted? 
Yes, I must go shopping soon! 
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A LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 


maybe, or Rosaries made out of 
red berries or out of pine cones.” 
Health of the Sick 

“Any miracles?”, I could not 
help asking. 

One always asks that question, 
God, when discussing a Marian 
shrine. Our Lady has helped so 
many people, her poor children. 
We know something of her mir- 
acles at Lourdes. And we have 
heard of a few supernatural ev- 
ents at Fatima. But there are 
shrines about which we know 
nothing. 

“Miracles”, Father Hildebrand 
said. He smiled. Well, he admitted, 
he and some of the pilgrims had 
asked Our Lady for some physical 
sign to show she was pleased with 
Crooked Finger. And, as though 
in answer to that prayer, water 
welled out of a little hole in the 
ground near her statue in the 
fir grove beside the chapel. 

“It didn’t continue flowing 
long”, Father Hildebrand said. 
“It abated after some days. Then, 
unexpectedly, it came back again. 
It flowed again freely. And once 
more it disappeared. Right now 
I can only show you the hole in 
the ground—but there is a lady 
who insists that if I dig down, 
with a spoon, we shall have a 
permanent spring.” 

He spoke as if he neither be- 
lieved nor disbelieved. He spoke 
as a reporter to an editor. He was 
merely relating what he had seen 
and heard. 

“Hundreds of people helped 
themselves to bottles of that 
water”, he said, “and several 
claimed to have been cured by 
it. One man, I was told, had a 
festering wound on his ankle. He 
thrust his foot into the water and 
was instantly cured. A baby with 
its skull pitted with little holes— 
I can’t tell you what sort of dis- 
ease caused that—is said to have 
been cured, but not at once. 

“The real miracle, though”, 
he went on, dismissing such phys- 
ical things as healed wounds, “is 
that people come here, in spite of 
difficulties, in spite of our lack 
of facilities, in spite of everything, 
and that they come again and 
again, growing all the time in de- 
votion to Mary and to God.” 

Fr. Hildebrand opened the 
church to us. We went in and 
knelt before a beautiful statue of 
Our Lady. Her blonde hair was 
uncovered. She wore a_ blue 
mantle over a white robe. The 
edge of the mantle was bordered 
with shining gold! She stood on 
the crescent of a new moon, and 
the head of a serpent lay 
crushed beneath one of her small 
bare feet. 

We sang hymns: 

“Immaculate Mother, we come at 
thy call. 
And, lo, at thine altar, before thee 


we fall. 
Ave, Ave, Ave Maria!” 


And We Prayed 


“Hail holy Queen enthroned above; 
O Maria! 
Hail Mother of Mercy and of love; 
O Maria! 
Triumph all ye Cherubim, 
Sing with us, ye Seraphim, 
Heaven and earth resound the hymn; 
Salve, salve, salve, Re 
And we said some prayers. 
I felt quite close to Mary then, 
Lord God Almighty, and to You. 
Thank you again for this “pre- 
view” of Our Lady of Guadalupe. 
Yours forever and ever. Eddie 
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